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PSON ENJOYED THE FUNNY

STORY.

N AT THE RATE OF
‘A MILLION A MINUTE

A Narrow Escape.

Things were looking
very black Indeed for
the prisoner, and &s a
last resort counsel for
the defence had set up
g plea of insanity. In
spite of the fact that
his client was to all ap-
pearances the personifi-
cation of a sound mind
in a healthy body, the
indefatigable lawyer
brought forward wit-
ness after witness to
the contrary. Atlength
the Court showed signs
of Impatience.

“See here!” he ex-
clalmed testlly, “if you
cannot produce any
stronger evidence than
this you're slmply wast-
ing our time. You have
ghown that the prison-
er Is In the hablt of ac-
companying his wife to
bargain sales. What is
that but an Indication
of economy? Then he
has been known to
epeak in pralse of the
Manhattan "“L" road
management. That
might bave been due to
abeent- mindedness,
Again, he Is at times
mffticted with ballucina-
tions, during the con-
tinuance of which he
imegines that the world
Is coming to a speedy
and horrible termina-
tlon, As to that—well
I'm not a total abstain-
er myself. Lastly, you
have established the
fact that he once re-
ferred to his mother-in-
law as a charming and
‘estimable woman, That
Is your strongest point.
yet after all it may have
been simply a matter
of diplomacy. Really,
the evidence Is childish-
Iy inadequate.”

“One moment, Your
Honor" pleaded the
prisoner's counsel- in
desperation; “I have
one more witness. If
Your Honor will but
hear his testimony I'll
stake my professional
reputation upon the re-
sult."

The prisoner was
placed upon the stand.
Amld the greatest ex-
citement he swore that
the prisoner had ad-
mitted to him that his
(the prisoner's) wheel
was not the Dbest on
earth.

“That’s enough, Mr.
Briefs," crled His Hon-
or, with a face as pale
as death. “Your client
1s undoubtedly a hope-
less maniac. Oficer,
have the prisoner put
into a straight jacket
immediately.”
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How [t Happened.

“Are you the editor,
sir? inquired a stranger
in the village, address-
ing & cadaverous per-
son whom he had found

sitting In the sanctum

of the Ruralville Bazoo
waiting for the coming
of the High Seribe, who
was temporarily absent.
“No,sir; I Justdropped ..
in,” was the reply. “T've
got the dyspepsla terri-
bly—that's what makes
me look so half
starved.” 1
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Qongerning Aesop.

A fox one day passed
under a tempting bunch
‘of grapes, hanging In-
vitingly within reach.
The fox looked at them
for a moment and then
passed on indifferently.
This was because foxes
are not vegetarians, and
have never been known
to have any desire for
grapes.

MORAL: Aesop was
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: THE BAWVILLE CLARION,
3 The marriage of Mrs. Al
-r;’-, fretta Kershaw and Ja:!t.f;sf_
éi; Henry Babeock, familiarly|
da flknowm as “ Three-fingered:
i Jim.” which was solemnized
§la.st Thuraday 23 High noon,
| was one of the most chasfe
and enjoyable functions of |
the present scecial season.
= Two of the Bride's foimer
husbunds were present in Per-
i.and a third Gentlenian
who had formerly oeccupied
that enviable positien, but is
now, we regret to say, una-
voidably detained in the pen-'
itentiary, was ably represent- | 2
ed by his brother, tho pros- |
perous and deserved!y-popu- |1
lar proprietor of a faro bank
down in Tombstone. After
the ceremony which made the
twe loving hearjabeat as one |'
all hands adjoorned to the |5
cemetery and strewed(lfra-
grant flowers on the grave of
the bride’s first husband, whe
died a natural death at the
hands of an infusiated Bear
some two years ago. :
Amung the many presents |
with which the happy couple |?
were rememoered was a large
and handsomely-bound Bible,
presented by the two ex-hus- ]
bands and the ex-husband by | §
proxy, all of whom chipped |}
s | A : g
“in equitably for its purchase. |8
The Bride will pleaseflaccept 1 o
our heartfelt thanks for a |
large 8ection of wedding caxe |
made by her own fair hands.
8he always makes the kind of ||
wedding cake that melts like | ®
dew in ye Hungry editor’s |p=
meuth. We wish her many |
happy returns of the day.

GOLD 'Pl'l::‘.LD;‘_SIa; D(_if PERU, | '
One Hundred Years Hence.

“My poor child!"

The father tenderly embraced his son., and
eyed with parental solicitude the young man's
altered appearance,

Alas, it was the old story! The innocent youth
had been but three short months a bridegroom,
yet already a threatening cloud darkened the
domestic sky.

“Speak, child!" urged the parent. “Tell me the
cause of these sad misunderstandings. When
did you first observe the change in your wife's
feelings toward you?”

The young man’s tears gushed forth afresh at
the recollection. i

“She has never been the same” he sobbed,
“gince I bought her that box of cigars for a
birthday present.”
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Pro and Gon.

GOSLING=—I tell you the heroine of the Curfew
bell was only a representative of her sex, How many
women are there to-day who are fguratively kanging
on o the clappers of ‘the bell of publicity with the
hope of saving the men theoy love?

CYNNIQUS -Only @ few, compared fo the number
of women who are pulling the bell ropes.
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either a chump or a lisf. 3 wHow d'ye do, Miss. May 1 walk with you?’

THE LOVERS AND THE LION.

1

i, CONGO MAIDEN: “Oh, joy! It Is my sweetheart, Umbumpum!"

2, THE LION: *What! Can it be that"—

4. “Yes, indeed! . It was really Umbumpum!™

Not an Expert. No Danger.
GOBANG—How do you like that clgar [ just HE—I ghould think that girl would be afraid
gave you? I won the box at a shooting mateh. of getting overheated riding her wheel go fast
‘GRYMES—You must be a terribly poor shot, SHE—Oh, perhaps her hair curls naturally.
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2. “How dare you speak to me!” 8. “Now will you be good?"



